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| Am So Impure 


Author's Notes: 
Repost from A03. | wrote this almost three years ago, when i was on a Manznor kick. Based on a doctored 


photo of Trent tied up with Christmas lights 


Putting away Christmas decorations was always a serious pain. Brian was never one to enjoy the holidays 
anyway, he would prefer to sleep from about December 23-January | every year if he could get away with it. 
Something about seeing too many people smiling and happy for no other reason than consumerism and good old 


American greed. That was the point of his whole act, he was against that very idea. 


Sighing, his mind wandered to a few days ago. It was Christmas Day, and it was beautiful. He did have to admit. 
Trent's smile was always something worth getting up for and enjoying. Trent didnt smile much, so Brian took 
what he could get. They had about a week off from recording the damn album, and the rest of the guys had 
either gone home to their families or found fuck all else to do, so it was just Brian and Trent at Le Pig for a 
week. They exchanged presents, had ordered in Chinese because they were both shit cooks and didnt know their 
way around a turkey if it cooked itself, and just took the time to relax. There was, of course, sex, but there 


was always sex where these two were concerned. 


They practically oozed sex out of their pores. 


Coming back to the present, Brian looks up from wrapping an ornament in tissue paper to find Trent standing 


there. "Need help?" 
"Sure, if you want." 


Trent starts taking the string of lights down off the tree and stops for a minute. He looks down at the bulbs, 


an idea forming in his head. 
Brian cocks his head. "What?" 
"Oh nothing. Just.what if we used these lights one more time before we put them away for next year?" 


Brian immediately has an idea of what Trent is thinking. Kinky bastard. He grabs the smaller man by the arm 
and pulls him close for a kiss. Then they head to the bedroom, lights in arr. 


Trent stands next to the wall, his arms wrapped around his body while Brian does his best to decorate his 
lover. Wrapping the lights around, one two three. Soon, Trent is bound by lights and Brian plugs the cord into 
the wall. 

"So pretty, my love." He kisses him again. 


"| think instead of a Christmas tree next year, | will just have a Trent-mas tree." 


Trent just pouts at him. 


Oh My Precious Whore 


Author's Notes: 

Reposted from A03. 

| turned part two of the story into a second chapter. Easier to deal with that way. Enjoy the dirty boys ans 
my dirty mind 


"Keep making that pouty face, it will get stuck like that," Brian smirked over at Trent, who was still bound in 
his tangle of sparkling lights. 


"| think we can do better than this though. We want a real Trentmas tree, we have to get creative. Be right 


back." Brian disappeared and went into the front room. 


Trent just stood there, wondering what exactly was going on in his lover's mind and how exactly he was going 
to get out of this one. Not without something crazy, that's for sure. Their sex life was, as one would imagine, 
not for the faint hearted. This was more or less par for the course with these two. 


Brian returned to the bedroom holding two ornament bulbs, a wicked smile on his face. One of them was round 
and smooth, slightly larger than an average gumball. It was red and shiny, the surface reflecting his smile. The 


other was blue, it was oblong shaped, almost like a teardrop. Perfect. 


Brian kissed Trent, full on the mouth, getting his tongue to explore. This earned him a slight groan from Trent. 
He broke the kiss, and replaced his tongue with the red round bulb, effectively using it as a ball gag. 


Trent's eyes widened, but he didnt protest or show any sign of discomfort, allowing Brian to continue. 


"You are so beautiful. So perfect. So. Fucking. Mine!" Brian said, as he kissed his way down Trent's stomach, 
stopping when he reached his cock. He then took Trent's cock in his mouth and began to devour him, sucking on 
him like his life depended on it. As he did so, he snaked his fingers around to Trents ass, slightly ghosting them 


over the round globes and earning a small shudder. 


"Good boy," Brian said, after he let Trent's cock go with a pop sound He then picked up the blue ornament, the 
teardrop shaped one, and picking up the lube from the bedside drawer, coated it and his hand to prep Trent. He 
then took the bulb and placed it gently in Trents ass, until it finally bottomed out and he knew it was going to 
stay without any further help. When finished, he backed up and admired his newest decoration 


"You are so beautiful, all lit up for me like the holidays. | might actually start to LIKE Christmas. Who knew?" 


Trent, standing there all bound in holiday decor and doing things with ornaments that were definitely NOT the 


manufacturer's original intent, just wondered, are we gonna try and fuck like this, or what? 


Brian just chuckled to himself, knowing what Trent was thinking. Yes, he could learn to love the holidays indeed. 


